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Unstartled. Massi woke deeply disturbed. 

Alpha Journal #1 

I'm beginning to fear falling asleep. Argh, I need r & r, some time right 
near the beach, boy would I love to spend half a week on a yacht, do 
some sailing, initiate a total recall, anything to take my mind off this 
terrible terrible nightmare. 

Reset. Must reset. Repairing my ship while afloat. Must find a harbour, 
make port, if this keeps up, I'll end as a doorknob. 

if there's a hallucinogen out there or some witch doctor shaman from an 
Amazon affiliate at a Club Med, no don’t even mention it. 

It was happening again and again night after night endlessly; Massi was in 
over his head. He would self-flashback again and again to the same 
ghastly hallucination; an enchantment whose haunting binding spell 
entranced him into a stupor. To Massi they were no longer just dreams; 
they were of another order entirely. Not describable, he couldn’t find 
words, he couldn’t articulate them. Where he'd go, where he’d be, where 
he’d find himself, it just wasn't englishable. The english language just 
wasn’t built for this. 

What terrified him was not so much its vital recurrence but the feeling 
accompanying the horrid stomach churning experiential vivacity, which of 
course, presented itself near the beginning right from the early stages of 
spreading activation continuing then all the way right up to its final 
revelation; the carnal rawness of its relationality; he called this place 
“thaumazein”; he recalled its immense overwhelming awesomeness. 

The place here was interactive. He was alive on it and lucidly cognizant 
of his own status as a player on some kind of stage; a transactional 
market of some sort whose field of exchange was interactive where 



something very much like transactions flew back and forth to and from 
these others, the other people living here or participating in this hyper¬ 
active no-longer-virtual but still very much visible communicative landscape, 
they checked him out as they scoped his rack up and down to assess 
the status of what he was vending. His own self-understanding was 
radically phractured; and broken into each compartmentalization was a 
separated and closed off version of himself, a copy of sorts, just like him, 
vending its own self-commodity on some kind of nearby-world possibility- 

market. At play here this was not just his ego self; the ego was not just 

a self - but a cacaphony of nearby-possible world versions of his own 
personality; each shouting and screaming, fistfighting and engulfing one 
another while at the same time vying for his attention. They were trying to 
trap his own residual self image and resell it in a way that they would 
mix with it and make it their own replication accessing his matrices, taking 
his understanding to all new levels. Each nearby-differential-possible world 
contained someone just like himself; except they were negatively flipped on 
each and every one of his booleans; as if for every thing he was he had 
to pay for it in what he was not. Each of these copies were trying to 

convert their own self-currency into his own proper stock; his stock in the 

presently present with which he could then sell his life essence as lordship 
and bondage as bargain and exchange. He was able to buy lessons from 
their own failures, his own failures, elsewhere. This allowed him to skip 
ahead, jumping over vast swaths of state terrain, maximizing thereby his 
own self-potential. It allowed him free space to jump up or leap over vast 
swaths, to displace others who sought to edge him out of his own status 
as cerebral celebrity; this world-exchange; the transactional-landscape allowed 
him opportunities to access directly through other parts of his own quantum 
self (whose unfoldments in other nearby-possible worlds reported back 
adding to his own experience) the knowledge of consequence of what 
otherwise would have happened. 

Where was this world-exchange place? Where was this modality? He 
couldn’t tell you. Not because he wouldn’t tell you but it was just not 
possible for him to articulate. He knew the palace when he was actually 
there; but it wasn’t something words were created to describe. Words 
weren’t meant for this purpose of description. 



From spontaneity to spontaneity he jumped subjective positions as if he 
was playing a game of hopscotch along the extensive landscape; he 
accessed the map from which he charted support vectors as he reduced 
the dimensions so as to make all of it comprehensible. 

Soaring from a single point in the continuum to the next; battling his foe 
at one conflict point to another. It was all beyond his control; the overt 
choice of which specific directions to explore, which conflicts to attend, that 
was outside his direct control, in the dialectic he was. 

The alien would probe, Massi would defend. His foe sought to discover 
hidden secrets he himself concealed and refused to cough up while he 
would himself set traps for his incoming invader. Massi had several 
hundred logistical weapons in his toolkit; tricks of the trade picked up from 
hacking his own giveness-being (in the relativized corpogenetic state space). 
These artifices were no easy task to obtain he had to cultivate arrays of 
irregular data; diving for pearls, gathering anomalies, doing terrible things to 
test their application. It was necessary, he believed, for its weaponization; 
it was these weapons he flung against his foe who responded in kind. 

There was no way he could ever tell anyone about this; it was one of 
those rare topics which nobody should ever discuss. Massi wrote some 
journals about it; spanning a wide range of topics which covered several 
disciplines. These particular journals were later found among his other 
things. 

Lambda journal entry #55: 

To recognize one's own in the alien, to become at home in it, is the 
basic movement of spirit, whose being consists only in returning to itself 
from what is other. (Gadamer, Truth and Method) 


Episilon journal entry #75: 



/ doubt not but this will seem a very strange doctrine to some men: but 
before they condemn it, / desire them to resolve me, by what right any 
prince or state can put to death, or punish an alien, for any crime he 
commits in their country (Locke, Second Treatise of Civil Government, 
Section 9) 

For his posteriors’ sake, these journal entries were as close to explanation 
as they were going to get. The Master couldn't just share the raw feels 
of his own lived experience; there was no way to bring back what he 
experienced from the journeys into the escha-netherworld. His short stories 
are masterpieces; no doubt his writing shall be treasured immemorially by 
those who will follow. Yes, the truth was Massi himself was writing more 
for his own therapy than for any reader who might peer in; these journals 
not only allowed him to structure his thought, they also permitted him to 
release what he just couldn't hold in. To this day, these journals, which I 
collected, remain our best gateway we have to analyze his own inner 
horizon of thought. 

Lambda journal entry #4: 

There are punctuations points bringing-bear on a withdraw/; a with drawl of 
some sort - a sudden realization that you were on a co- but no longer 
are. But it's not a je ne peux pas experience of loss but simply an 
experience of less; gaining in quality, perhaps losing in quantity an 
abstraction back from what was into a new something-meta, which is to 
say, achieving something now new and not what was. 

Massi could not go where he wanted; he couldn't control his own 
response. On the defensive he was, he was constantly on the defensive, 
so for that reason to locate those critical places on his map where he 
could apply pressure to shift momentum and gain initiative; where he could 
press and so thus put his alien foe on the defensive, this was the key 
space. 

He sought to achieve shift-points of initiative; these shift-points which would 
facilitate the struggle's momentum in his favor where he'd gain a 



perspective from which he could operate without himself being operated 
upon; it was this he desired, boundless opportunity to act without a 
substantial recoil. 

His foe was a many-appendaged hydra; of that he was certain. Each lash 
of whose arms flailed violently in its own sought after liberation. It attacked 
hermeneutically; it probed hermeneutically the stress of his mental defense; 
to scope out a boundary, a weakspot, hermeneutic softspots. They probed 
his perimeter, so to speak, it’s as if everyday was the day of the 
tentacle. 

He would bank successes which were found in its original probing so as 
to then recompile for reconstitution the next time, on the next layer, one 
recursion deeper than what had previously been. Massi said by going meta 
he sought to attain higher levels of description. I’m not sure that I 
understand, yes, I know Massi was aware of his own consubstantiality. I 
know he knew he was part of something larger than himself, he 
recognized his species as a node of a pearl necklace-like serial order 
along this continuum of intelligence we call cosmic life. He knew that. He 
was aware of his own consubstantiality. Unfortunately, his opponent knew it 
too. 

Each night’s dreams brought Massi face to face against his other; a fight 
which he himself often won. It’s not as if Massi was losing this fight; he 
said he’d get better at navigating the phase state space each night; but 
in awakeness he was being driven berserk, his sensory field was 
completely out of whack, a bad bad wakeup would mean exhaustion, 
feeling utterly drained, motilistically worn-out; unable at all to concentrate or 
focus. Yet other mornings he would wake to find news article text 
completely skerewed in its hermeneutic gravitation while his dancing qualia 
went on a field day, as if he was living in a black fantasy world. But no 
joke, what was happening to him was real; as real as real can be, this 
was not a fiction; or at least that’s what he communicated to me. 

His primary objective was to implement a strategy to secure relational flex- 
points; relativistic pivot points which he said could act to build his capacity 



to move laterally throughout the relational hyperspace. But it certainly was 
not all smooth sailing on a bright summer's day, he often found himself 
stuck in pockets of terrifying meta-recursion the undoing of which was not 
a pretty thing. In those times he was boxed in with no way out he’d do 
just about anything to bust outta there. 

He sought to bracket back into his main economy, to that bird's eye view 
of microcosm mirroring macrocosm, a so-called “general economy” 
expressed through a subjective fractal self-similarity whose monadic iterations 
consisted of computing similarities and crunching relational proximities 
through the cold calculation of coefficients of permutations of roots. Massi 
had these equations written of it all over his wall which I found difficult to 
comprehend. It’s not my area of specificity. I don’t do this kind of thing 
for a day job. But what I do know is that hours and hours he’d stare at 
these charts and printouts expressing variational differences; circling and 
encircling critical points of interest in the hope of drawing up association 
rules. The margins were filled by his barely legible scrawl. I took photos 
of it but you guys aren’t paying me enough to transcribe. Did his self- 
referential renegade mathematics work? I don’t know, but I do know it 

worked for him surely else he'd have not spent so much time at it, 
counterfactually speaking. 

His logical weapons consisted in linking up paths through an information 
state space, paths which exerted special gravitational pull on the others, 
sets of connected points which he could mnemonically rely upon and build 
maps which he could refine and track his accuracy over time as a way 

to better measure his own volatility and depth as well as that of his task- 
specific modular needs. 

Flinging his l-language of interpretive theses off his enemy while noting 
reactions as it feigned indifference he could map such indifference and 
catch supposed semblances which were not rather meant to dissimulate 
behavior preventing a meta-language blueprint to his own specific language- 

of-thought from being mapped and determined there; but rather to act as 
a way to measure volatility and depth through a kind of feedback he 

could intentionally refine so as to improve his technique. He practiced a 



science that was very much astrological though it had nothing to do with 
actual horoscopes and “signs” of the sort. It was astrological in so far as 
it relied upon dates, events, numbers in a kind of otherworldly Chaldean 
number mysticism all connected through some subjective hokey-pokey, which 
Massi rationalized as “quantum patterns”. Don’t ask me to explain it. Very 
superstitious he was. 

The trick was, he believed, to act without himself getting caught in 
hermeneutic agency of the other. Each dream, every night, was an intense 
battle, a high-energy tug-of-war, a thoroughly-involved conflictive war, whose 
dual participants obsessed over controlling initiative. At times this was the 
toughest most intense struggle, where the landscape was buggy and 
nullified all across the board, othertimes it was even blissful and 
ecstastically liberating; serene; a simple joyride whose exfoliate beauty was 
unmatchable; direct perceptive sensings of highly-ordered spontaneous 
splurges iridescent complexity illuminated an otherwise already lovely 
multidimensional spectrality, whose shimmering beauty onto his perceptual 
membrane through colorful and exquisite geometrical spectral patterns 
collapsed folding unto another so fast it was like he was looking at a 
higher-dimensional kaleidoscope; activating its pool of erotic-pneumos, he 
stabilized in eros-pneumos as substance. 

The dreams were certainly not your average gunk, they were not semantic 
logos spermatikos noise, not apophantic mishmash lacking inherent purpose; 
they were unlocal intraspecific telepathy unlocking the vibe ringing 
throughout the cosmos; and he was simply the one picking up the signal. 

It was happening to him for real, this was no fantasy; no artificially 
constructed scenario or at least not any artificially-constructing intelligence 
he knew of or could imagine. He was connecting to some kind of 
messaging; a direct messaging. Massi really had communicated with an 
alien enemy on another planet; another planet in the real world - the 
actual really existing world. That real place out there beyond the Earth 
realms. 

He got feedback. It wasn’t always what he wanted, but it brought certainty 
to him that what he was doing was existentially real; or so he said to 



me when we spoke about this briefly. To him, to Massi, these 
spatiotemporal events mattered out there; wherever that out there was. 
Mnenomotechnics mattered. It mattered. From observing his behavior I can 
confirm his victories were real victories; they were real species victories, 
contrariwise, when he lost was a real loss which he couldn’t recover from; 
it occasioned feeling deprived of something he could not reobtain. 

Something near and dear gone for good in a way he’d never get back. 
Something no snapshot reset could undo. 

His alien foe was on a military-existential crusade with a determinate quest 
- the destruction of him and his species. This existentially frightened him 
to the core of his innermost being; the species had revealed its intentions. 
Massi chose to do something about it; he knew this alien sought to 
exterminate him; he thus had to take care lest he perish. 

Lambda Journal #3: 

No night comes when / am at peace, falling asleep means entering into a 
fight to awaken, the fight to secure waking up the next morning, if there 
even is a next morning. Those nights when the fight doesn’t happen, / 
still have nightmares about it. The nightmares about the fight are no more 
comforting than the fight itself. 

He could catch his opponent’s ideas, he could force his opponent into 
mentality and get him to cough up his vulnerabilities; they provided 
opportunities to redeploy his arsenal and exploit furthermore along the 
edges of where he’d attacked last time. Attacking at dissipative weaks 
spots he scored victories; implementing a more tightly-compressed and lean 
economy of force. 

Time constraints were real and mattered; clear limits to how much time he 

could spend dealing with this issue prevented his response to it from 
being satisfactory. He, unfortunately, was employed. Massi had a day job; 
it prevented this obsession from consuming his time entirely. There was no 

way he could just quit his employment to save his species; he couldn't 



just send a fax to the joint chiefs declaring he has quit because of his 
dreams are under attack by aliens. 


Massi could see himself - catch himself glimpsing - in the traces of his 
own victory, as if he was actually leaving a fingerprint on the other side 
when he sabotaged his opponent’s system; a victory meant leaving lasting 
impressions on the other side. He could see traces of himself unfurl as a 
kind of clue he had surreptitiously implanted in the other side; a deposit 
which now acted automatically in his own favor kind of like a logic bomb, 
but one whose trigger was accessed not by something external to it. 

Massi knew the alien knew; he knew the alien knew refractively that he 
was itself his alien enemy’s non-being. His enemy could not complete his 
system because he was constantly bugging it as a savage anomaly. It 
was precisely why his opponent implemented its agenda of mundicide. The 
alien cannot be blamed; Massi’s enemy had detected Massi personally 
acting throughout its own historico-genetic narrative. He was directly 
implicated in its own self-reflexive necessity; the alien's entire language and 
instinctual corporeal interaction with the world over its own entire history 
was structured eschatologically in a backwards-causality-like way due to this 
human foe he fought in Massi. 

The alien knew that in Massi it faced a dire existential threat; whose 
severity could not be ignored. Thus impelled it was to structure its entire 
life society as a militaristic order; this meant a totalitarian-like top-down 
hierarchy meant for one sole purposeful task: its own species survival - 
survival at humanity’s expense. The species was infatuated with conquest; 
it sought to murder the species of Massi, its temporal executioner. Not 
only the alien language but also the basic structure of its society, both 
economically and religiously, was warped because of Massi’s transtemporal 
interspecific hacking along the Bell unlocal circuit. 

A win, a point scored, objective completed, mission-success battle won in 
the heat of action meant that Massi could detect his own pull through his 
enemy's projected passivity; the fear-cling-other tubular dissipative non-self it 
was ashamed to reveal to others. When the two became concordant, 



which is to say, when Massi’s language became the enemy's language, 
when Massi’s mind enslaved his enemy’s, gravitated with it, warped it, 
brought it towards its desired shape to do business on his own terms that 
was when Massi scored a point, achieved his objective, accumulated a 
win. 

Massi and his alien foe invaded each others minds; that is the simplest 
way that it can be put. That is what I told the Joint Chiefs when they 
requested me to investigate what happened to him. In his incapacitated 
state the man couldn’t provide adequate responses to The High 
Command's questions. I told the Joint Chiefs it’s as if we could say Massi 
and his opponent were playing a turn-based strategy game, a kind of 
interspecies Risk but in this case the winner played for keeps. This was 
what I had learned from reading his journals; this is the sense they made 
for me. 

One turn at a time, attack-defense, though must it be said it often took 
more than one move to defend? There was still a kind of equality and 
fairness throughout as if a higher cause was in charge. One thing was 
certain if he failed, it would be by his own recognizance. There was 
nobody else to blame. 

Massi himself had no idea why it was actually presented like this; or so 
he said to me. Many of his journals back this up this interpretation; 
attack, defense; one side attacked, one side defended; no way to attack if 
defending; no real-time counterpositions. This war he fought was one-way. I 
couldn’t get more from him on this but what I do know is with him it 
was always active-passive. 

Alpha Journal #6: 

As I snooze asleep each night, I pray and prepare for war. War in the 
ether, war to make sure there still exists war. War to make sure the war 
of this night is not the final one. 



He felt like a child, afraid to lose consciousness never again to awaken 
as if his soul would just be sucked out of his body and it would all 
disappear. His preparations literally took form in a prayer; he prayed to the 
Lord his soul to keep. The bend each night pulled him in crazy outlandish 
directions; it was warping him psychogically and pneumatically; he himself 
was aware of how quickly he was slipping away. He remembered his first 
time. 

Alpha Journal #11: 

Spinning down into the vortex to that place so unspeakably difficult to 
describe. These puzzle pieces, building blocks of a fundamental ontology 
reconstructively orientated in their own particular precise nodal 
purposefulness would become could become should become what? 
Completely unwound. Conflict subsides; the cacaphonic demos is replaced 
by a pool of joyous bliss, calm and serene and then the ontos shifts. / 
am always aware right beforehand. I’m incapable of doing anything to stop 
it. Incapable of decelerating or accelerating, the breakthrough beyond the 
membrane happens too suddenly to really prepare for. I'm really flung 
back hard in the puncturing of the membrane, as if / was myself 
incarnate gravity launched out of a rocket launcher along a microtube 
geodesic path towards that higher fold in our intersticed-mesh; that super 
state space from which / can look down upon myself from up on high, 
so to speak. Constantly seeking the path; the path to warp all others, so 
as to operate without myself being operated on in turn. 

He returned to this point again and again what it was like to operate 
without being operated on; the upshots of seizing initiative. For Massi, he 
travelled unidirectionally along an asymmetrical jaunt; like an arc in a 
digraph which could go only one way but not vice-versa, he knew he was 
just a piece of momentum along for the ride. And then boom it would 
happen. 

Massi met his other - his autre; his counterpart emerged in a pseudo¬ 
geometric superspace. This emergent entity elsewhere also lead its species. 
He was the representative; a commissar reporting directly to his sovereign 



a planetary-commander. His other was sort of a second-in-command 
politician; or a first-in-command military warrior, a sort of joint chief or 
malevolent ambassador whose task was to out do humanity. His foe 
sought to torment Massi his other; to serve the species in preparation for 
a final battle to come. 

It was in the dreamscape the confrontation would take place but it was so 
much more than a dreamscape; a real vivid reality it was, whose 
substance was as real - if not more real - than the world of our awake 
conscious experience. World-to-world or mind-to-mind communication it was; 
a kind of communication where both participants would battle over material 
which would endure and last out in a phase space determining potential. 
Massi would hack tangentially using these armaments; his purpose was to 
trap the armillary other down and force him in mentality where his 
resources would be dualistically depleted. 

He then hacked the alien memory bank externally from the outside in 
along formal glossematic differential lines; presence mattered not so much 
here as where that presence was relative to the state space conflict he 
was engaged, more specifically, relative to where he had just been. He 
knew where he was sitting respective to his own species; and he also 
knew where that alien was sitting respective to him. He knew his alien 
foe also constitutively instituted a strict grammatological reduction; however, 
they both were located in different places; and hence contorted differently 
in many uncoordinated ways. They were both part of the same world. This 
was no hallucination. 

Massi thought his biggest advantage came from where he was sitting, 
relativistically speaking; there were quite a few upshots which came from 
Massi’s own original position. It allowed him several lateral twists and turns 
in assemblage; by providing shapeshifting in this way, opening access to 
key strategems, slow-release limpet technologies which he alone knew and 
which he was under the understanding that would be tactically effective 
had they the chance to fully unfold in so-called proper time; this is of 
what he was convinced; his position relativistically speaking was Massi's 
greatest strength in obtaining initiative shift into his own favor. 



He knew how to attack, of that nobody can doubt. He would merge 
transcendentals, transitively, associatively, self-reflexively through permutations 
which increased density past threshold of critical volativity in terms of so- 
called clustering coefficients; there were quantum rules to this game. He 
forced an alien into the higher inflation he knew would entropically unfold 
from his own dissimulated semblances meant kept his enemy grasping at 
straws; depleting reserves in this fight. 

Massi’s goal was to act co-optively and deceptively; his objective was to 
neurally trap the alien other, to trap it in a yoke of ‘idea’. Massi thereby 
freed himself from the necessity of coming to terms with what he was 
not. Unlike the alien he didn’t care much for his own non-being there 
were hallucinogens to take care of that. Maybe that’s where he went 
wrong; maybe that’s why he’s now in a hospital bed all garfunkled. 

Massi wrote that any success would come not from specializing in defense 
but from mastering attack; bogging down his foe, burying his enemy in 
what he called cogito loops. His implemented strategy was based in the 
deployed tactic of forcing his enemy into mind; he would then make a 
box - accelerating a perimeter up to form a restricted economy around it, 
suppressing it into its own internal madness. He could beat Descartes' evil 
demon at its own game; of that he was certain. Massi knew clearly and 
distinctly that such dualism was no threat to him personally, he himself 
had no messianic aspirations; he knew he was not himself an incarnation 
of this matrix-in-the-world. 

His alien opponent believed precisely the reverse; however, Massi knew 
humanity was not itself a specific incarnation of the whole. For Massi, 
such messianism was a terrible mistake he claimed it was the critical 
piece responsible for his own greatest success. It allowed him to keep his 
enemy was trapped in dualism; Massi himself operated neither on dualist 
premises nor as a dualist identity. 

Massi was sure that his opponent was inferior, play of an inferior strategy 
to his own. The strategy being played against the Man was by no means 



the optimal one; he knew his opponent's plan was weak in many ways. 
One of his journal entries outlines his cyberkill chain. 

Lambda Journal Entry #46: 

Target self-referential speciality, foister discord, shred unity of purpose. 
Drown your opponent in the same, short-out any connections Unking 
spontaneous booms which could serve as a hub for building potential 
reliable novelty, break supply lines, co-opt significant pressure points, exploit 
and squeeze, exploit and squeeze, exploit and squeeze; the best out-of- 
the-box way to trick him into revealing its biggest secret is to force an 
involuntary disclosure of its disseminated replication, does that make sense? 
Not at all. What I mean is that I make the other cough up for me its 
own differential opportunity preferences; which then allows me to objectify 
my own view and deceptively mangle his, both reinforcing my own 
hegemony against, while at the same time, retainining for me what I need 
- privileged informational tendency. Those which open long-lasting 
asymmetrical tendencies. Where there exists asymmetry, there exists power. 

He could reconstruct it, probe and thwart it, but he had no final goal, or 
rather, he had no idea how this would come to an end; his goal was to 
win small battles. He had no idea whatsoever how the entire fight would 
be won; what he knew was the enemy other wanted to kill him, to 
exterminate him, to murder his species existentially. But Massi wasn’t sure 
that he wanted to analyze under those conditions, in his own terms, he 
sought the right path, the path with a heart; he must plan for the future 
peace now and not later. Whatever peace will follow then must be built 
now, factored in immediately into the present strategy, that is what makes 
it optimal. 

Alpha Journal #67: 

Don't try to win. Try to tie permanently. Maintain hegemony not by 
capitalizing on the enemy weak points in order to thrust some new 
restrictive economy, not by trying to win, but rather by constantly seeking 



to tie, not profit. Exploit? Yes. Gain? Not at all. That is how to stay 
ahead. 

For Massi, the alien other was a wide open book; it bore on its skin its 
own intentionality like some kind of benthic octopi operating near the 
bottom of the depths of the abyss; shape-shifting its own communication 
while blotting out its ink for privacy; in order to hide. His alien opponent 
operated with a repetoire wide open for anyone to see; the other could 
not hide mental states from Massi, a consequence of its own messianic 
self-make up. The alien subjectivity was constructed in this way, because 
the enemy thought he was himself the whole. As incarnation of God, his 
subjectivity couldn’t thus protect itself from its object. He couldn’t himself 
hide from the object because he sincerely believed he was it. Identity of 
subject as object and object as subject. Thus, our friend the alien had no 
control over its exploitable consubstantialities; it was built this way as a 
consequence of its own biological nature which not only allowed for but 
was completely dependent upon the spread of serial mental states 
throughout its population each-to-each as if they were part of one long 
serial order caught in a gigantic what we call meshnet. The enemy could 
deploy or cast his own information states over every pneumatic membrane 
as if he was some kind of fisherman. Massi’s other had access to every 
sensory screen, every open writing channel on each member of his 
species. Thus, the alien leader could discharge his own homunculi through 
its (arc)hive; forcibly pushing its face over the organic portals. Massi's 
opponent commanded the hive biomass through a kind of telepathic-species- 
meshnet; it could jack into each alien drone through a kind of biological 
protowiring; not a lot different from human innate cognitive structures. But 
strictly speaking it was not a kind of communicative telepathy per se; but 
rather innate biowiring, giving it its intra-species shared memory bank 
access. 

In the communicative logical gene swarm, it gave this archontic leader 
direct communicative access to each sensory membrane; then providing it 
its own propagandistic outlet, open social forum and communicative state 
department; through this state apparatus the archon ruled over his 
populace. This is how the alien archon convinced the population of the 



threat they faced. Worker couldn’t say no; the truth was manifestly present 
for any to directly behold. 

Massi held no long-term plan; he knew to simply exterminate his opponent 
was not and could not be his final solution. He knew he fought against a 
creature who was manifest his own respective species' originary temporality. 
This temporality differed significantly from Massi’s own proper teleological 
self-understanding; primarily, this took the form of messianic obsession in 
the alien and an utter lack of it to Massi. He himself had no glorious 

vast illusions spanning cosmological importance; he knew his species was 
an accident, no more, no less, not centrally located for the fated 

purposefulness of universal conquest. Since the alien believed its own 

species was a they-self gap interval, that is, a nothingness whose centrality 
within its own comprehension of the whole totality entailed that it itself was 

“messiah” of the entire lifeworld. It believed the own essence of its 
internal horizon to be the nature of time. This alien believed its own 
patterned intent, why it would be what it was, corresponded directly to 
universal intent; universal intent manifest as eschaton. The species’ 
signature path through the recursive depths of its own fractal self-similarity, 

was - it purportedly thought - the very self-identity of life unfolding 
everywhere through all creation. 

This messianism took the form of self-similarity; the alien thought its own 

specific condition was the respective paradigmatic condition essentially 
characterizing how life unfolds in each and every case. For the alien, 

Massi was an outdated prototype; an individuated broken off ego, like a 
fibril detached from the vitreous, coming from a species paired in sex 
types; whose degenerate entropic essence happened "after" and hence was 
more distorted than its own much higher more primordial pre-expression. It 
had less flaws, or so it thought. It was less burdened by imperfection. A 
way to say this is it believed itself to be closer to the nature of God 

itself. It thought it was itself the highest expression any life could reach. 

This alien other believed its own species was the real “messiah” species 
of all life everywhere; the lack of gender splitting was its proof. Asexually 
reproducing, it believed Massi’s lineage already ossified and robustly less 
actively real than its own; having diverged from originary temporality of 



asexual existence long ago, when the human precursor split along sex 
lines, detaching from asexual destiny forever and ever. 

What Massi saw frightened him. This alien species frightened him to the 

very core of his being. His perceptual modalities frightened him; the 
tightness of the social bond, the way the alien willed its unification, scared 
the living crap out of him. It was a far more organic, far more genetically 
efficient, far more robustly resilient, in short, far more effective for building 
the basic structure of society. 

The aliens were organized in a military state; driven forward for a united 

state purpose, genetically binded towards unison. Its species acted by a 

single agenda, a single plan, a single blueprint of action; it was motivated 
and united collectively to attain a single attainable goal: its own species 

survival. It sought above all else the survival of its species in the fight it 

would soon fight against its doomsday foe, namely, Massi himself and his 

species. 

Massi was humanity's gatekeeper in this regard; it was all up to him. 

Massi alone was manning the wall when the enemy arrived at his gates. 

He never asked for this un-responsibility. He never wanted this in his life; 
he himself did not choose to be species ambassador. This was quite 

simply not what he wanted in life. This was not the life he had planned 

for himself. 

A back-and-forth invasion meant invasion both ways; he did suffer great 

humiliating defeats, which no one else would ever see, yet they were still 

hard to deal with. In the battle, both entities jockeyed for position; trying 
to shift initiative of balance of power back into one's own favor. There 
was a kind of readout; information was presented in a form which was 

quasi-linguistic. It took the form of being, being that can be understood, 
understandable being in the first instance; but the readout was not 
language or rather what we the everyday man call language. The linked 
lists of images, logos and ideational fragments passed by so quick he 
could barely register that they had scrolled passed; he would be unable to 
recognize any of it if it didn’t repeat. 



Like a anarchist gadfly, Massi had to jump around from spontaneity to 
spontaneity constantly seeking to obtain initiative, position of advantage, new 
flex-points. He saw in this playspace revelations scrolling along the readout 
interlocked in hierarchical concept-like wordnet-like priority structures; the 
focus always switching from one node to another. Massi could manipulate 
these dispositional reactions to a certain degree, not fully, but enough to 
access its atomic social structure, he could literally capture concepts 
through militantly-coordinated strikes; twisting his enemy’s own corporeal 
being, he then could breakthrough and insert himself beforehand as a 
package to booby-trap his enemy’s arsenal or like a mine along its 
suspected future path. By manipulating hermeneutic gravity Massi kept 
spinning the other’s assemblage point; sufficing a kind of reversibility over 
the dexterity of the intentions of his foe. He could catch his own mediated 
locus of subjectivity which would give him the ability to cast out spells 
which made his enemy turn in pain and twist and shout out for mercy; it 
was by subjecting his other to this mental relativistic torture that he was 
able to get him to cough up his secrets. 

Massi met his alien other somewhere; some kind of real place. But their 
generative paths through topological ontos were never themselves repeated, 

they were sort of in an open sea, only two boats as far as the eye can 

see; what he saw, he saw only once. He suspected someone was feeding 
images to him, as if there was another species out there now 
transcendental observers to the fight who were already in a post-Zentor 
existence; they were cheering for Massi dropping clues like little spaces 
here and there, these good guys from up on high wanted him to defeat 
his enemy within. Thus, these breadcrumbs served him like Ariadne’s 
thread providing a path for Massi out of the labyrinth. 

Massi's strategy was to force the other to cough up images or snapshots 
of what it sought to hide; his exploitations were meant to give Massi 
access to the source of their own inner secrets. Massi, with this achieved 

secrecy, first crossed, then set out to outright block the ability of its 

speculative tentacle to intentionally latch on to Massi and not let go. 



The aliens were a militaristic order split into cadres or military cells self- 
sufficient and decentrally organized in a tight federated structure subordinate 
to mission control of military command. It was unduly terrifying to him to 
know how his alien counterparts, the warrior-ambassador and its own 
sovereign, organized their society. They were all one race and one gender; 
they were more like an ant swarm than humanoid, a determinately-ordered, 
extremely psychologically disciplined in a militia-like planetary-wide cult. 

Unlike Earth dictatorships, the aliens were not being terrorized, they were 
not ruled by fear, not at discord with one another; they were united 
together in a state bound up biogenetically to one another as a strict 
military-like hierarchically-layered biomass, each layer forming its own self- 
enclosed unit of economic self-sufficiency, whose fiefdom-like collectives 
replaced family. 

Individuated with each life serving the high command; aliens united in this 
species-wide solidarity without borders which was directed from up on high 
by Massi’s opponent. The ability to share mental states directly to one 
another along a hyperactive continuum-membrane-like subjectivity console or 
medium connected each and every hive drone together in a distributed 
peer-to-peer mental communicative net. They operated on a kind of auto¬ 
pilot or cruise control; by each according to ability, to each according to 
means; working as if they were androids plugged into a bio-mass which 
directed their connections to one another. 

These aliens did not use typical money as a basic economic unit; able 
they were to dispense through mind-transfer a kind of quantized connection 
to the species’ communicative source. This transfer which acts as a social 
relation elicited ecstatic eros; in mini-thrusts of push to the center of its 
species’ own biopower articulations; they paid each other in economic units 
of this mini-thrust relation. This meant that the entire society was a quasi- 
philosophical cult; the entire goal of not only its intellect, but also its 
economic system of needs, was to produce not wealth but skilled officers 
in the high command of military echelon, all of whom backed Massi’s 
enemy, their pointman in the fight for their own species survival, the fight 
whose stated collective goal was to defeat Massi and his humans. 



Lambda Journal #66: 


The entire society bears the organization of a tripartite categorial 
framework. Knowledge service, defense service, work service. AH three are, 
to them, of equal value to keep a global society running smoothly under 
totalitarian rule. 

These dreams haunted Massi to the bone. They haunted his work in the 
daytime, they haunted his afternoon meditations, they haunted his late night 
pre-sleep rituals. He was quite literally afraid to fall asleep. 

Alpha Journal #17: 

I wish these dreams would stop happening. They dislodge me so severely 
that I can't function. I have stuff I need to get done. The fact this isn't 
ending as I thought, the fact that I have keep putting up with this after 
all this time this is really scaring the bejesus out of me. The project 
needs my attention, if / keep ruminating on this subject, it'll ruin me. 
Wasting my time thinking about this is exactly what the Zentor himself 
wants. 

Massi felt humanity was trying to save itself. He himself thought the 
species was itself trying to impart a message to him, trying to warn him, 
perhaps even initiating this intentional struggle to get a message through 
that they collectively were in great danger. 

Massi was the one who destiny fated to get the species’ message out 
there; speaking to itself from its own future, trying to impart its own 
information into the past, trying to impart it to the one who might be able 
to do something about it; Massi was its chosen ambassador, chosen for 
this receptive purpose. The species was itself communicating to Massi the 
one message that would protect it from its executioner. The one message 
which would guarantee that it survived the battle which was soon to come. 

Humanity was trying to save itself. It was trying to save itself by calling 
Massi forth into its representation. Revealing to Massi the alien threat by 



giving Massi the leadership mantle for humans in this give-and-take 
confrontation; the species was forcing him to do its direct bidding. He had 
little say in this matter; Massi would himself never admit this, you can see 
this clearly if you read his late journals carefully, he was losing control; 
he was losing his entire conscious control bit by bit and there was 
nothing he could do about it. He was becoming unhinged. However, at the 
same time, he was accomplishing more and more success. As his attacks 
became productive he became more and more psychologically unglued. He 
needed a team on this; he needed collective help. There's no way the 
joint chiefs were going to let him to continue the work on the project if 
they knew he was this much of a wackjob. 

Each night, a little afraid, a little terrorized, a little fearful, that maybe 
tonight he might lose more than he bargained for, that maybe tonight 
might be the end, he feared for himself, he feared for his species, he 
feared he might lose control and divulge some vital secret. The end of 
the dreams scared him the most. The dreams always ended upon the 
initiative of the other, never when he himself wanted. Massi could not 
simply pull out or withdraw from his interlocution. As if it wasn't his dream 
to end. 

Epsilon Journal #4: 

Never trust anything which has deceived you even once. No tit for two 
tits, tit for tat, always. Don't win. Seek to tie. Primary focus = stay alive. 
Some times it stays intact and endures, other times it jiggles off into 
something else. Why? Who knows. There are times to track it 
teleologically and there are other times not to track it. Better to keep 
equilibrium than lose a gigantic piece; better to stay even with no 
opportunity for gain rather than blow my stack for pennies. 

He very well might be showing me only what he wants me to see, these 
disclosures might just be semblances, chimeras with no reality behind 
them, whether they are chimeras are not they are enduring. They need to 
be apprehended on those terms alone. He wouldn't voluntarily give up 



initiative, no, those losses he suffers are real losses; he knows the stakes. 
The consequences here are life and death. 

Alpha Journal #3: 

The Kaiju invaded. He's here lurking in my narrative just as / am lurking 
in his. / can see him there playing those same themes, if / didn’t have 
a job maybe then / could spend time writing code to hermeneutically kill 
him, but I can’t afford it; I have work. The project demands my attention. 
The boys upstairs will not be happy if they find out about this. 

Massi knew one reality was certain. He had to deal with this on-goingly 
on a day-to-day basis. There was no letting up. It was not ending anytime 
soon. It was interfering with his ability to concentrate and focus. He was 
going crazy; there was no one he could talk to about this. Telling the 
joint chiefs what was up would end in a loss of employment. He simply 
didn't have time to deal with this, however, to neglect this conflict might 
cost him his very soul, to neglect this conflict might cost him his very 
species. 

In his late journals we can see he has clearly snapped. Reading his late 
files closely, I am sure the disclosures he called revelations came too fast 
for him to keep up with, they overloaded his ability to compute; he found 
himself continually going back, back over where he was, trying to reset to 
an early snapshot in an attempt to re-consolidate by retracing his steps so 
as to pick up the thread getting back on a main path. I draw your 
attention to his lambda journal #41. 

Lambda Journal #41: 

Perhaps there are no Zentors. Perhaps a Zentor-Zentor species behind 
Zentors is the reason why they are crippled in the way that they are, 
messianic and all. What I see the part of it I myself come to direct 
contact with is its feeding apparatus, or rather the part of its tubular 
feeding apparatus it doesn’t want to look at. The ashamed part of itself it 
doesn’t want to do business with. 



Near the final dismemberment, the pipeline would begin to cascade, the 
connection dissipate. Before awaking, still lucid but after being booted out, 
then and only then he would hear words. This alien spoke directly into his 
mind, it was the alien speaking to him; but it spoke his own English 
language. He spoke to him as if it were speaking through his own voices. 
It cursed, mocked and demeaned him in the cruellest of ways. 

The fight would end the same every time at a single accretion - it came 
down to one final authoritative assertion. The night's dream would end in 
voices fused. He was hearing himself speak through his voice. He would 
hear his own body speak to him. His body spoke: "Existence is 
necessary." 

But Jay man, they asked me when I reported it, how do you know all 
this? How did you infer this from his journals? It was I who his opponent. 



